This is the landscape of prophecy the ancient Namib tilted sand from the mountains desert upon desert from Okahandja Okazize Wilhelmstal Karibib the N71 where the squat graves of the Mahareros assert the honour of rebellion by a deep dry riverbed where the municipal pool's wired in on blue alert
turning left a few degrees we go where we have to go a Coke sign a palm-tree the sea-breeze rolling down mist and in Swakopmund we find a tourist bungalow tonight we swim in the sea drink beer get pissed Eve they say rose from Adam's rib Christ from a herder's crib we have crossed the desert to pink dunes foggy damp and blessed.
